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	1. Chapter 1

It was early morning when her mom shook her awake, her normally soft round face contorted into a look of terror.

"Reyya! Get up, it's happening!" she half whispered, half yelled.

Reyya shot up in her bed, panic gripping her heart. There couldn't be a reaper here. Not on Eden Prime. They were on other planets, but not her home. The soldiers stationed here had told her everything was going to be fine, that they'd repel the attacks in no time. Tears sprung to her eyes as she heard the sounds of people screaming goodbyes to each other, and in the distance a low humming sound resonated from the air.

"There's a shuttle for all the children leaving soon. I've told them you're fifteen, you're going with them and me and your dad will be on the next shuttle out. Don't argue, just help me pack!" her mom's words were rushed as the petite, chubby woman raced around the room scooping Reyya's clothes and toiletries into the bag she'd previously used for school.

"Mom," she began, only to be shushed by her mother who shoved the bag into her chest, grabbed her by her free arm and drug her out of her room. Reyya protested, but only halfheartedly. Her mother never got this upset. It wasn't just a drill this time.

Reyya's dad was waiting outside the front door, watching the chaos with a cigar between his lips and an unsettlingly calm demeanor. He looked down at Reyya and her mother with wet eyes as they both stumbled outside, the older woman still hauling her daughter by the arm. He didn't say anything while they made their way to the loading station where the shuttle was waiting. Guards stood on each side of the door, fending off panicking people trying to force themselves inside.

"This shuttle is children only! Adults will have a separate shuttle! Back up or we will use force!" The identically-dressed men screamed, their cries lost on the crowd. Reyya's parents held her tight at the back of the group, too afraid to try and get in the middle of the frenzy.

Finally the Alliance soldiers would tolerate no more and they both aimed their rifles at the frothing mass, sending dozens screaming in the other direction. They shouted one more time for any remaining children to come aboard or be left behind.

Reyya was unsure why it was so imperative for kids to depart separately from their parents, but her sleep and fear clouded mind didn't stop her to protest as they shoved their way to the shuttle door.

"Please! Let her in, she's fifteen!" her dad finally spoke, begging to the men standing guard. They thankfully didn't waste much time before grabbing her by the arms and hauling her onto the gently hovering spacecraft. Had they actually checked into it, they'd have known Reyya was actually nearing her nineteenth birthday and as an adult, they'd have had to shoo her away with the rest.

"No luggage allowed, ma'am. There's not enough room." One of them said, taking the backpack from Reyya and tossing it back into the arms of her parents. The girl cried out, trying to say goodbye to her family as they shoved in more kids of varying ages at the last minute, but the panicking throng of children pushed her back until she could no longer see her mom and dad. The last she saw of them, her mother was crying hysterically into her father's shoulder, who was using his free arm to wave solemnly at her.

Reyya didn't even have time to cry as she was shuffled into a seat and strapped in for takeoff along with the other children, most of whom were several years younger than her and either bawling or sitting in stunned silence. She wondered why her parents would have lied about her age and insisted she be on this shuttle instead of just waiting for the next one, but deep inside she already knew the answer.


	2. Chapter 2

On Eden Prime there wasn't exactly an abundance of aliens, being a human colony and all. Aside from the invasion that had wreaked havoc on the scenic planet a few years prior, there wasn't many visits from anyone other than humans at all. Even though her family had arrived well after the first geth attack the damage had been done and the whole population of the planet was quite wary of aliens in general. The Citadel was obviously the complete opposite. Where Eden Prime had farmland and foliage, the space station had sleek walls and technology beyond anything Reyya had seen before. They had omni-tools and various VI programs back home among other things, but nothing on the level of what she encountered just within the first few minutes of disembarking the shuttle. The aliens seemed to outnumber humans, a fascinating prospect for the sheltered teenager. She'd never considered the sheer number of other species there might be in the galaxy, but suddenly that fact had smacked her right in the face.

There were mostly turians and asari, with plenty of salarians and quarians to go around as well. Even fewer still were the elcor and hanar. Reyya had read about them in school but never seen them up close; she had to stop herself from gawking and being rude. It'd been years ago, but the only time she'd ever met anyone who wasn't human was when she was only a child and a quarian had come and visited her planet on his Pilgrimage. He'd helped the newly renovated colony work their crops and tend their animals in exchange for some technology he wanted, and after that he'd been on his way. She didn't remember the man's name but she did remember how interesting and even exotic he seemed to her, hidden behind his environmental suit and with legs that faced the wrong way.

"Everyone, please follow me." Called a gentle voice, the only woman who'd been with them on the shuttle. She was a schoolteacher back home and was known for being as kind and gentle as a person could possibly be. Reyya supposed that was why she was asked to come along as an escort. In her arms was the youngest child to have made the trip, a little boy who was only a few months old. He slept peacefully, unaware of the chaos around him.

The woman, Tina Fontaine, led the little troupe to their designated area of the sprawling camp. Her perky gait and bouncing curls seemed to be in stark contrast to the bleakness around them. A few guards waited around the sleeping area, apparently intended to keep out anyone who meant to do the kids harm during their stay. Already they'd delivered a large stack of sleeping bags and a few cribs meant to be shared by the smaller babies. Reyya surveyed the scene with a twinge of sadness; the place seemed a bit less pleasant now than when they'd arrived.

"Curfew is at 9pm sharp, please don't make us have to send C-Sec after you. Anyone under seventeen, please remain within the camp unless otherwise given permission by either me or one of the gate guards. Do not talk to anyone you don't know. Use your common sense." Tina spoke up again once they'd all more or less gathered in the arrangement of shipping containers they were meant to live between, bouncing the baby in her arms as she did so.

The little crowd mumbled with annoyance, but no one protested as they were instructed to get a sleeping bag and find a place to put it. Reyya wondered what they were expecting, a vacation? There had to be extra precautions during wartime, especially when it was such a horrible enemy they were facing.

"Meals are at 7am and 4pm, if you expect to eat then report back to this area at those times. Anyone not present will have their ration revoked and will not be eating until the next mealtime," she called again as everyone shuffled to find a place for their sleeping bag. Reyya scowled, itching to tell them she was an adult and they couldn't tell her what to do; only after the thought crossed her mind did she realize how un-adult it sounded.

Once she'd gotten settled in, she left the Eden Prime group and went off on her own to have a look around, hoping to maybe find a friend closer to her own age. She'd never spoken to most of the others from her planet, always preferring to keep to her studies and her work at home instead of socializing much. The dozens of conversations happening around her made for a dull roar that seemed to numb her eardrums as she walked.

On the far side of the camp was a memorial wall full of hundreds of pictures of either MIA or dead people, soldiers and civilians alike. Reyya decided not to go there, it'd make her worry too much about the people in her own life that weren't around. Worrying wouldn't make her mom and dad arrive any faster, she reasoned.

The left side of the walkway was occupied by a turian standing behind a desk, filling out paperwork silently and occasionally glancing up at the commotion in front of him. Maybe he would know when the next shuttle from Eden Prime would arrive. Reyya stopped and leaned against his desk, hoping he'd notice her. He either didn't hear her approach or ignored her in the hopes she'd just go away.

"Um, excuse me…sir?" she said tentatively, not entirely sure it was even a sir at all.

He looked up quickly, then back down at his work, "Yes?"

"I was wondering if you knew anything about inbound flights arriving soon," she tried to keep her voice hopeful and forced a polite smile on her face, "My parents said they'd be coming right after me."

He stopped his paperwork and gave her a steady, uneasy look. "I-uh, I'm not sure. I'm sure they'll be here soon though…" he trailed off, shifting from foot to foot. Reyya was sure now he was a man, his dual-toned voice was too deep not to be.

Keeping the smile on her face so she wouldn't cry, she nodded at him and chewed on the inside of her cheek before saying anything else.

"Could you, um…tell me if any more shuttles from Eden Prime arrive? If not, that's okay. I can keep an eye out myself. I'm just really worried."

The turian's mandibles flattened to his thick-scaled face, "You didn't say you were from Eden Prime. Reports from there are are…not good. I'm sorry." His expressions were hard to read for Reyya, but for the most part he seemed remorseful. Even though he didn't outright say it, she knew what he meant. Her parents weren't coming at all. Tears sprung into her eyes, hot and prickly. She ducked her head away and muttered a quick thank you before turning to hurry back to her camp.

"Hey! Do you have any other family here?" He said, reaching for her arm as she moved away. She took a step back out of his reach and shook her head violently, her throat threatening to swell shut around the painful lump in it and tears beginning to stream down her round cheeks.

His face fell and he retracted his large scaled hand, "I-uh, I'm sorry to hear that. If you need to talk, I'll be here every day?" his voice sounded a bit hopeful and it made Reyya's heart skip a beat.

She wiped her face hard.

"I guess. That's nice of you to offer. Will you get in trouble for talking to me though?" she sniffled again, struggling to croak out any words at all.

"No, they don't check on me much. I'm mostly just here to make sure none of the residents start any fights. I think we could all use a shoulder to lean on these days anyway," his mandibles fluttered and she allowed herself to smile at him.

"Or if you prefer, I'll be off duty soon and we could sit somewhere and chat. Might be less awkward than standing on opposite sides of a desk," when she nodded to that idea he clicked his sharp teeth together happily, "I'll see you back here in two hours then, miss…?"

"Reyya," she replied, wiping again at her swollen eyes, "You?"

"Octus, and it's very nice to meet you."


	3. Chapter 3

It was getting late when Reyya and Octus finally found a spot to sit and chat away from the refugee camp, just as he'd suggested. They'd made their way to the Presidium and he led her down into a little park with a few trees and benches; it was deserted now, most of the population having gone off to the various nightclubs around the station to forget their worries. It wasn't anything compared to the forests back home, but she appreciated it for what it was anyway. Above them the pseudo-sky was cycling itself to its nighttime mode, complete with twinkling stars and two big off white colored moons that seemed to be hovering in the distance. It was beautiful if you could forget it wasn't real.

"I've never met a turian, you know," Instantly she scolded herself for saying that the first place, but Octus just chuckled and crossed one leg over the other. He must think she was some kind of backwoods idiot!

"Well, I've met lots of humans. We aren't so different aside from our appearance, chemistry, food requirements and everything else. Deep inside we're both just lost souls looking for someone else to love, no matter how different we are on the outside." He quoted a cheesy old turian movie his mother used to watch religiously. At the time the vid had made him want to vomit, but now he missed those times with his mother.

It was wildly popular with turians and aliens alike, despite the terrible acting and sickeningly sweet romance scenes; he hoped Reyya would get the reference but judging by the vaguely terrified look in her eye, she didn't. Octus' neck flushed bright blue in embarrassment, thinking for sure he'd scared away his new friend.

"I uh…didn't mean to give you the wrong impression, Octus, but…" she scooted away from him a bit, refusing to make eye contact and preparing to bolt right back to the safety of her guarded sleeping bag.

The turian panicked a bit, "No, no! It's from an old vid! I'm not trying to make a move on you, I promise!" he began tapping away on his omni-tool, noting how Reyya seemed to lean it a bit closer to see what he was doing.

"There! See? Here's a clip from it. Its name roughly translated means "Interspecies Relations". I was just trying to lighten the mood. I thought you'd get the reference." His neck and face felt hot with humiliation.

Reyya's eyes grew to the size of dinner plates- this wasn't going well at all. "Interspecies Relations?" she nearly choked on her own tongue and then began to get hot in the face as well. Her inner cheek was getting sore from how hard she'd been chewing on it. "I didn't even know you could like…do that."

Octus' saliva suddenly took on the consistency of glue and he prayed to the gods to just strike him dead right there. Even his usual snarky remarks wouldn't save him this time.

"Uh, yeah…you sure can. Not that I've done it. And I wasn't trying to either! Um, I'm really sorry. You must think I'm disgusting. I just wanted to take your mind off of," he made a sweeping gesture in the air, "everything."

The human girl had somewhat swallowed her discomfort, "It's okay. I think." She crossed her legs and cupped her cheek in her hand to hide just how red she was, both from the conversation and the thought of doing _that_ with an alien. Did people really do that? She couldn't imagine how it would even work. Most species weren't even shaped the same, so she didn't think any of the parts having to do with sex would be compatible either.

"Do you want me to just take you back? I can tell you aren't comfortable around me." He sounded ashamed and didn't even look at her when he spoke.

"It's okay. It was just a misunderstanding. So, to change the subject, have you worked for C-Sec long?" she tried desperately to recover.

"A little less than a year. Before that I served in the military, but a bullet to the leg ended that pretty quick. That's why I have to stand and watch the refugees all day long instead of doing anything too useful. Seniority gets you the best jobs and all that. What about you? Did you have a job back home?" he cocked his crested head at her, the blue flush quickly leaving him now.

Reyya shook her head, "I just went to school and helped my parents look after our farm. It was pretty boring come to think of it, but I really miss it. And them. The grass isn't always greener, you know?"

Octus didn't really know what that euphemism meant, but he nodded anyway.

"School? How old are you then?"

"Eighteen, I'll be nineteen soon though. You?" she was genuinely curious now. To her, turians didn't seem to age much. Or maybe she'd only seen young ones, she wasn't sure.

"I'm twenty-seven. Before you ask, I'm the same as a human of the same age." He laughed, a hollow and tinny but still pleasant noise, "One time a woman asked me if turians aged in dog years. Let me tell you, that was an interesting conversation once she explained what a dog was."

Reyya laughed out loud despite herself, "That's pretty funny. I'm sorry about your leg though, it'd be hard going back to square one in a new job after being in the military so long."

"It sucks but it's not all bad I guess. The quarters are nicer, the view is nicer, there's much less potential for death, et cetera." His mandibles fluttered in his version of a smile, but then his omni-tool dinged.

"That's my alarm telling me that it's time for bed. Say, uh, I'm not trying to scare you again, but would you like to stay the night with me? I'll sleep on the floor and you can have the bed. It's just…that camp isn't safe for women at night, even with guards." He wrung his hands, hoping she'd agree. Octus didn't have many friends, and he wanted to protect the ones he did have- no matter how creepy he might seem.

Reyya balked for a moment, "I guess I could? Our escort will wonder where I'm at but I'm sure she'll understand when I explain tomorrow. You really promise you aren't trying to kidnap me?" she still felt a little unsure, but she trusted the fellow so far and being raped or worse in that camp seemed worse than just sleeping in his bed for a night. She tried to ignore the fluttering in her belly when she thought about being in a man's bed, especially a non-human one.

He offered up his outermost finger, offering a 'pinky swear', something he'd learned in the past from another human. She smiled and reciprocated, and he realized he liked when she smiled at him.

"Alright, if you're hungry we can stop on the way and get you something, too. I don't think anything I have will be too palatable for you." She agreed and took his hand when he offered it to her to help her up. His palm alone dwarfed her entire hand and it was odd seeing her pale white, smooth skin against that of the dark, leathery turian.

The two stopped at a fast food joint where he bought her a hamburger and French fries that she gobbled down faster than she could even taste, and then they made their way leisurely back to Octus' apartment. He felt a bit giddy to have company, and he didn't even mind sleeping on the floor.


End file.
